The 


SPRING  1983 


NOTE  FROM  THE  EDITOR: 


Art  forms  are  no  more  than  external  expressions  of  the  inward 
condition.  To  realize  this  is  to  recognize  ourselves  through  the  art 
to  which  we  relate.  We  are  of  a  kindred  spirit  with  all  artists  and 
all  art  that  moves  us  to  thought  or  deed. 

This  publication  is,  always  has  been,  and  ever  shall  be 
dedicated  to  the  expression  of  the  spirit,  and  to  the  reaching  out 
to  those  whose  spirit  is  kindred  with  ours.  My  prayer  is  that  we 
shall  never  cease  in  our  reaching  out. 

To  God  be  the  glory. 
Kip  Mobley 


About  the 


According  to  the  Analytical  Concordance  to  the  Bible,  the 
meaning  of  "sefer"  or  "sepher"  is  derived  from  the  Hebrew, 
meaning  "writing"  or  "book." 
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THE  FINAL  SUM  OF  WAR 

"Something," 

muttered  the  magazine  pages, 
and  I  stopped  and  found  the  child. 
I  could  see  its  ancestry, 

flung  from  the  wombs  of  Cambodia  and  Vietnam, 
from  the  very  thighs  of  battlefields, 
and  trench-lines, 
and  blood. 

Your  tiny  frame  is  front-lined  by  jutting  bone, 
flesh  puffy  with  a  hundred  orphanages, 
and  missing  teeth  like  missing  parents. 
Oh  baby! 

you  are  the  final  sum  of  war, 

and  can't  know  of  Nixon,  of  Congress, 

of  the  blood-spangled  banner  that 

flaps  on  our  porches, 

or  of  chicken  on  Sunday. 

"Damn!  "  and  "Damn," 

I  scream  at  your  picture, 

wetting  it  with  my  draft-card  tears 

'cause  your  eyes, 

your  Time/Life,  black  dying  eyes,  whisper  of 
apocalypse. 

John  Elrod 
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THE  ANSWER 


I  called  her  for  a  date  today 

She  answered  yes  and  added, 

"When  do  you  want  me?" 

So  I  replied  somewhat  romantically, 

(To  myself  I  might  add) 

"Anytime,  all  of  the  time, 

today,  tomorrow,  and  forever. 

This  time  and  the  next, 

as  far  as  I  can  see,  for  all  time." 

And  then  I  said  to  her, 

"Seven  would  be  just  fine." 

Edward  C.  Barnes 


I  hope  you  know  what  you're  looking 
and  I  hope  you  find  it  out  there, 
but  I  think  you  must  leave  this  place 
before  you  get  anywhere. 
I  do  not  wish  you  misfortune, 
only  love  is  in  my  heart. 
It  does  not  take  hatred  to  say 
I  think  it's  time  we  part. 
While  we  share  a  world  of  our  own 
we  dream  of  different  lands. 
It's  not  that  hard  to  let  it  go, 
but  it  is  hard  to  understand. 
If  you  ever  lose  your  guidance, 
look  for  me  in  the  stars. 
If  you  can  not  see  them,  whisper- 
1*11  never  be  very  far. 


Wm.  A.  Eichelberger 


SPECTRAL  VOICES 

The  old,  disheveled  door  opened  with  a  moanful  creak 
as  if  in  arthritic  pain. 

It  revealed  the  silence  of  the  spector  winds- 
slithering  slyly  amongst  the  silken  screen 
of  netted  air. 

A  bat  bolted  from  its  lofty  alcove- 
swooping,  screeching,  skirting  by  my  head. 
Curtains  beat  the  rhythm  of  the  billowing  winds, 
blowing  through  the  battered  windows. 

Scream  a  startled  cat  scurried  from  an  old 

glass  vase  sending  crash,  shatter,  smash. 

My  heart  beat  more  quickly  as  I  climbed  to  the  top 

of  the  crunching,  creaking  stairs. 

Stop  a  ghostly,  eerie  wail  seemed  to 

permeate  my  clattering  bones,  from  a  room 
down  the  silent-shrouded  hall. 

The  echo  of  the  wind  played  harsh-havoc  in  my  mind, 

tempting  baggled-bobbled  thoughts. 

Nearing  the  dread-swollen  room,  I  entered  with  a 

whispered-presence. 

To  my  chagrin,  the  ghostly  wail 

was  a  vacant  little  bottle 

with  a  kiss  of  wind 

on  its 

lips. 

Phil  Seagran 


MAYBE 


So  much,  so  soon. 
Maybe  it  was  too  much,  too  soon. 
Too  much  touching  and  holding; 
not  enough  time  spent  getting  to 
know  you  and  me  and  what  we 
both  wanted. 

Sometimes  I  miss  you  so  much, 

and  sometimes  I  can't  even  stand 

the  thought  of  you. 

So  I'm  playing  the  field  and 

hiding  the  pain. 

And  wondering  if  you're  doing 

the  same. 


If  only  I  had  the  chance  to  look  from  above 

To  see  this  world  through  your  wondrous  eyes  of  love. 

I'd  see  the  blind  man  searching  for  the  truth  and  light. 

I'd  hear  the  dying  whisper  your  name  in  the  night. 

I'd  hear  the  new  born  babe  utter  his  first  cry. 

I'd  marvel  as  sea  gulls  soared  through  the  sky. 

Oh!  what  a  beauty  to  look  from  such  a  place. 

But  I  shall  wait,  until  my  time  -  when  it  shall  be  my  fate 


Phyllis  Overstreet 


IF  ONLY 


Janice  Valentine 
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THE  SHORE  AND  THE  ROCK 


Like  the  rock  protects  the  shore, 

So  stands  my  love  to  protect  you. 

Storms  may  rise  against  you, 

I  will  be  your  fortress. 

Waves  may  seek  to  tear  you  down, 

I  will  be  your  barrier. 

When  all  your  friends  turn  their  backs, 

I'll  still  be  beside  you. 

When  other  ears  grow  deaf  to  your  cry, 

My  heart  stands  to  listen. 

When  your  tears  need  a  place  to  fall, 

My  shoulder  will  be  there. 

When  you  need  to  love, 

My  arms  will  be  open. 

The  shore  and  the  rock.  .  .  . 

The  shore  cannot  stand  without  the  rock, 

And  without  the  shore  the  rock  has  no  purpose, 

No  reason  to  fight  the  sea. 

We  are  the  shore; 

Our  love  for  each  other  is  the  rock. 

Together  we  can  conquer  any  storm. 


Mike  Reed 
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MY  OLD  MAN 


He  sits  alone 

By  the  ancient  dock, 

Oblivious  to  my  presence. 

I  watch  the  sadness 

That  consumes  his  being, 

And  I  ache 

With  the  hurt 

That  has  left  him  bitter. 

Time  has  made 

Its  unerasable  mark 

On  his  worry-weathered  face. 

What  I  feel  for  him 

Is  sometimes  kindred  to  hate, 

For  the  love 

That  could  make  him  happy 
He  strangely  mistrusts; 
Yet  life  in  its  present  state 
Is  his  pitiful  choice. 
So  I  cry, 

Helplessly  watching 
The  battle  that  rages 
In  his  heart, 
Conquering  his  sense 
Of  knowing 
And  loving. 

Robin  Corn 
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OUR  TIME  IS  SPENT  IN  THOUGHTLESS  LAUGHTER 

Behind  the  laughing  freckles  and  blue,  translucent  eyes, 

There  flows  a  quiet  man; 

A  spirit  filled  with  gentle  calm. 

Like  the  sun  singing  on  a  windless,  winter-hushed  lake. 
So  still  that  even  the  birds 
Seem  to  respect 

The  splendid  chastity  of  silent  shimmer. 

Our  time  is  spent  in  thoughtless  laughter. 

Yet  each  moment,  like  a  golden  thread  of  memory, 

Weaves  a  precious  pattern  upon  the  tapestry  of  my  thoughts. 

And,  as  he  speaks,  I  watch  his 

Words  of  reflection, 

Prophecies  of  tomorrow's  sun  and  tomorrow's  rain, 

And  fragments  of  laughter 

Slip  through  the  glass  with  the  sands  of  today. 

Memories  cover  my  heart 

Like  leaves  on  the  sidewalk  in  September, 

Soon  to  be  blown  away 

By  the  chill  of  time's  cheerless  wind. 

Still,  they  will  be  remembered,  recalled 

By  the  colorful  wind-- 

The  words  of  Autumn. 

Kip  Mobley 
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A  CONFESSION  OF  FAITH 

"Whosoever  will  may  come" 
May  be  just  all  right  for  some, 
Yet  we  know  that  man  is  not 
The  one  who  decides  what  is  what. 

We  strive  to  win,  yet  fail  to  plan. 
We  know  the  rules,  yet  don't  understand 
That  "Thy  Will  be  done"  in  heaven  and  earth 
Is  our  Mighty  Fortress;  our  undergirth. 

The  Will  of  God,  our  saving  Grace, 
Keeps  us  pure;  our  lives  in  place. 
When  we  honor  Him,  He  honors  us- 
Sin  is  dead;  hate  non-plussed. 

Grace  is  free,  our  work  is  naught. 

He  saved  us  before  we  sought. 

As  we  live  our  lives,  we  must  praise  the  name 

Of  He  who  was,  and  is,  the  same. 


William  Brailsford 
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WARMTH 

There  is  a  warmth, 

That  I  can  find: 

Inside  myself  it  grows. 

I  know  it  is 

A  gift,  a  sign, 

Inside  myself  it  grows. 

My  life,  it  is  so  wonderful. 

From  heaven,  love  rains  down. 

My  spirit  has  a  mighty  strength, 

In  the  Love  of  God  I've  found. 


I  remember  an  evening  we  spent  together, 

The  sunset  lingered  on,  it  seemed  forever. 

We  savored  the  smell  of  rain  upon  the  leaves 

And  a  warm  wind  moving  gently  through  the  eaves. 

Nothing  really  exciting. 

Just  the  two  of  us  and  time  standing  still. 


Kevin  Knoll 


A  SUNSET 


Edward  C  Barnes 


■ 
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BOMBAY 

I  have  not  seen  the  streets  where  lie 
The  naked,  wasted  Indian  poor. 

But  I  have  heard  in  the  night  a  cry 
Behind  a  cabin  door. 

Beneath  morning  mists  that  shroud  the  sun 
Disease  is  ceaselessly  stealing, 

And  into  Earth's  long  dark  cone  are  spun 
The  pavements  death  is  peeling. 

That  vaulting  shadow  points  out  where 
The  stars  for  us  have  burned, 

Although  its  base  is  grounded  here 
In  streets  and  cabins  spurned. 

Old  Earth  bears,  on  its  usual  round, 

Forms  that  waste  and  cry 
And  soon  will  sleep  without  a  sound 

Below  light  that  drew  the  Magi. 

J.  Rivers 


HIS  SOUL  KNOWS 

Her  love  for  him  is  heaven. 

His  love  for  her-  the  same. 

The  time  they  spend  together 

Is  only  seen  in  dreams. 

He  knows  he  hears  God's  calling- 

A  call  to  serve  Him  far  away. 

His  heart  aches  at  the  thought  of  it. 

His  soul  knows  what  to  do. 

The  time  has  come  to  tell  her. 

His  mouth  is  dry. 

There  are  tears  in  his  eyes. 

Before  he  said  a  word 

She  closed  her  eyes  and  prayed, 

"Lord,  we're  on  this  earth  to  serve  you 

You  know  what's  best  for  us. 

I  saw  last  night,  in  a  dream  so  sad, 

You  take  my  love  away. 

The  smile  on  his  face, 

The  tears  in  his  eyes. 

As  he  took  your  hand  in  his 

I  knew  it  was  your  will. 

We  shall  spend  our  lives  together 

When  we  both  are  at  your  side. 

My  love  for  him  is  heaven, 

My  love  for  you  divine. 

God  Bless  him  and  keep  him. 

His  soul  knows  what  to  do." 

Clifford  Field 


■ 


D.V.D. 


I'm  only  happy,  when  I  am  sad 
I  only  feel  good,  when  I  feel  bad 
I  can  only  laugh,  after  I  cry 
I  can  only  live  if  I  can  die 

I  can  only  be  free,  If  I  am  a  slave 
I  must  throw  away  what  others  save 
A  nightmare  is  the  best  dream  for  me 
I  have  to  go  blind  so  I  can  see 

Every  truth  is  a  lie  to  me 
Every  hope  is  a  non-reality 
All  my  prayers  must  go  unheard 
And  all  my  love,  an  empty  word 

My  hope  for  peace,  is  a  threat  of  war 
My  show  of  caring,  a  slamming  door 
Unhappiness  is  the  best  fan 
My  worst  Enemy?  My  fellow  Man. 


James  Broome 


■ 
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THE  UNICORN 


Elusive  yet  near  is  the  unicorn - 

In  the  shadow's  the  gleam  of  his  eyes. 

He  will  tell  you  the  truth,  with  the  candor  of  youth, 

And  you'lll  find  that  it's  nothing  but  lies. 

Oh,  wonderfully  fey  is  the  unicorn; 

And  playful  and  thoughtful  and  shy. 

But  whimsey  or  wisdom,  his  words  like  a  prism, 

Can  bend  your  perceptions  awry. 

If  you  ever  converse  with  the  unicorn, 
He  will  weave  magic  clouds  in  the  air. 
He  will  speak  the  absurd  -  and  yet  his  every  word- 
Will  seem  perfectly,  painfully  clear. 

Beware,  lest  you  capture  the  unicorn 

For  you'll  find  that  he's  really  caught  thee. 

He  will  purchase  your  heart  with  his  phrases  of  gold- 
When  you  try  to  reclaim  it,  you'll  find  it's  been  sold- 

In  the  space  of  a  sigh  -  he  will  flee. 


Donna  Foster  Myer 


OUT  OF  THE  MOUTHS  OF  BABES 

Little  kids  with  little  minds 

And  milk-laced  upper  lips, 

Yell  and  scream  around  the  house 

Saying  "catch  me  if  you  can." 

One  gets  hurt  and  he  blurts  out, 
You  blankety,  blank,  blank,  blank. 
Flabbergasted  mother's  ears 
Turn  Jekyll  into  Hyde 

Her  claws  grip  hard  upon  the  prey- 
Tug  strongly  with  nails  embedding- 
Struggling  only  makes  it  worse, 
So  face  the  inevitable. 

Water  on  and  flowing  hard 
She  rubs  the  lye  till  frothing. 
Bubbles  drool  upon  his  chin 
With  blankety,  blanks  within  them. 

Phil  Seagran 


IT  WAS  TIME  FOR  ME  TO  DIE 

I  knelt  to  pray  but  not  for  long.  I  had  too  much  to  do. 
So  I  said  a  hurried  prayer  and  jumped  up  from  my  knees. 
My  Christian  duties  now  were  done;  my  soul  could  be  at  ease. 
All  through  the  day  I  spoke  not  a  word  for  my  Savior  who  died 
For  me.  My  friends  laughed  at  me,  I  feared. 
At  last  it  was  time  for  me  to  die  and  before  Christ  I  came 
With  downcast  eyes,  before  me  he  held  a  book.  It  was  the 
Book  of  life.  He  said  to  me,  "Your  name  I  cannot  *ind; 
I  once  was  going  to  write  it  down, 
But  never  found  the  time!" 

Reginalo  0.  Gadson 


Said  I, 

"I  am  afraid 

that  no  matter  how  often  I  water 

the  flowers 

they  will  never  grow 

to  love  me." 

Said  she, 

"Water  them  with  your  tears  and 

act  only  as  you  truly  are  inside, 

for  what  is  worse, 

to  be  rejected  for  what  you  are, 

or  to  be  accepted  for  something  you  are  not?" 


Wm.  A.  Eichelberger 


ONLY  WHEN  I  LAUGH 


It  is  a  hazy,  mild  October  day. 
Today  I  laughed  rather  than  cried. 

I  laughed  atthe  painful  things  and  cried  because  of  the  beautiful 
things  this  day  has  brought  forth. 

I  lifted  my  heavy,  leaden  eyes  toward  the  misty  blue  skies.  There 
I  saw  a  single  ray  of  light,  or  hope,  trying  to  find  it's  way  through 
the  cloudy,  leaden  sky. 

Walking  slowly,  I  proceeded  to  cross  my  arms  over  my  books, 
looking  down  at  the  velvety,  greenish-brown  grass  on  either 
side  of  me,  and  the  cold  pebbly  pavement  directly  in  front  of  me.  I 
looked  up  again,  with  a  fixed,  not  spontaneous  smile  upon  my 
lips,  because  today  I  decided  to  laugh  at  the  bad  and  upsetting 
things.  This  day  has  been  presentedto  me,  yet  I  cry  because  I  am 
enjoying  life;  living,  loving  a  brand  new  day.  Today  I  am 
laughing  instead  of  crying  because  the  birds  are  still  singing, 
the  grass  is  still  a  browninsh  shade  of  green,  and  some  people 
are  still  smiling  back.  With  my  sinking  spirits  lifting  like  a  kite 
caught  in  the  wind,  I  smile  a  spontaneous  smile  back- 
Only  when  I  laugh,  because  it  hurts  too  much  to  cry. 


Benenzia  Singleton 
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HOME 


The  things  that  I  learn 
While  I'm  in  this  place 
Have  meaning  beyond 
What  you  can  face. 

It's  as  if  God  looks  down  from 
Heaven  above, 

And  sends  to  me  knowledge  on 
The  wings  of  a  dove. 

Life's  simple  truths 
Are  easily  said, 

Yet  they  must  be  learned  with  the  heart, 
Not  the  head. 

God  please  show  me  what  You  want 

For  me  today 

And  help  me  to  grow 

In  You  always. 

Lisa  K  Heaton 


■ 


■ 


SOME  OTHER  WHEN,  MY  FRIEND  -  a  poem  for  Greig 

I  know  our  lives  have  touched  before.  .  .  some  other  when. 
Some-when,  on  some  day  else,  we  walked  and  talked. 
We  touched,  we  cared,  we  cried,  we  sang. 
These  things  I  know:  that  words  you've  never  spoken 
I  have  heard  you  say. 

Your  feelings  are,  in  some  tomorrow,  mine. 
We  harmonize  old  ballads  no  one  yet  has  sung. 

Next  week  we'll  walk  where  yester-when  we  walked  before. 
Don't  say  we've  never  met.  .  .you  know  that's  wrong. 
Can  you  not  clearly  sense  how  time's  straight  path  has 
Branched  for  us? 

See  there,  an  eddy  filled  with  past  and  future  days 

All  indistinguished,  where  we  shared  ourselves. 

Watch.  .  .currents  feed  and  leave  unplanned  by  onward  flow  of 

Days. 

Our  history  is  too  rich  to  here  recount 

Of  how  we  grew  alike,  some  other  when,  my  friend. 


Donna  Foster  Myer 


■ 
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HEAVENLY  LIGHT  DIVINE 


From  higher  places  Thine  own  bright  eyes  dost  shine, 
The  end  of  life  prevails  if  Thou  refrain; 
Each  star  is  placed  to  be  a  bright  divine, 
But  Thou,  Almighty  Light,  shall  long  sustain. 

Blindfolded  are  the  eyes  of  starless  nights, 
Thus,  needed  is  the  Light  pre-eminent 
That  rises  in  the  dark  for  all  upright, 
And  soon  to  come  in  time  that's  limited; 
Then  mortal  life  on  earth  no  more  shall  dwell. 
Our  soul  takes  on  life's  immortality; 
Yet  shall  not  Death  proclaim  a  soul  that's  well, 
But  thou  in  Light,  and  Light  in  thou  shall  be. 

Shine  forth,  Oh  Heavenly  Light  Divine! 

For  through  Thy  light  comes  love,  Thy  greatest  sign. 


Annette  Phyall 


PULL  THE  SHADES 

Pull  the  shades,  Emma,  poor  Emma,  broken 
Emma,  like  a  tractor  with  no  plow.  Pull 
the  shades,  and  let  us  talk  in  the  dark  as 

the  swallows  do  in  the  shed  out  back. 

Let  us  talk  of  arthritis,  ole  Lyndon  B., 

and  the  peaches  Theo  sent  over  for  canning. 

We  can  sing  some  hymns,  and  yawn  at  the 
sleeply  murmur  of  your  rocker,  humming 
like  a  fly.  Perhaps  we  could  cry  a  bit,  too, 

Emma,  for  the  two  sons  and  a  husband  resting 
overseas,  waiting  very,  very  quietly  for  the 
Lord.  Well,  guess  we  could  have  some  tea,  and 

later,  you  can  call  Bill  'bout  getting  that 
freezer  fixed. 

John  Elrod 


\ 
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FOR  TRANSIENT  BEAUTY 


I  thank  you,  Lord, 
For  transient  beauty, 

Temporary,  yet  eternal  in  it's  constant  cycle, 
Like  the  fragile  grace  of  a  stained-glass  sunrise, 
And  the  sleepy  waters  of  a  sun-warmed  river 
That  shiver 

As  they  shake  off  the  chill  of  a  misty,  moon-starved  night. 
I  thank  you  for  painting  the  evening  wall  of  the  western  sky 
with  melted  rainbows 

That  slowly  soak  into  the  spongy  darkness. 
I  thank  you  for  the  crisp  contentment 
Of  a  freshly  trimmed  lawn 
On  a  sunny  May  morning 

That  has  had  its  darkness  filled  with  the  living  rains  of  Spring. 

I  thank  you  for  the  pure,  white  silence 

Of  a  snowfallen  wood, 

And  the  suntanned  laughter 

Of  August. 

I  thank  You,  Lord, 

For  all  seasonal  smells,  sights,  and  sounds 
That  polish  our  time-stained  memories 
And  give  new  hope  to  downtrodden  dreams. 


Kip  Mobley 
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